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Passing the Plate 


It’s not one of those deals where the wallet 

is lost in a snow bank. There isn’t a rally 

cry from the port-o-potties plopped in the hall 
because the accessibility of fixtures was left 
wanting. 


My cigarette reeks of cabbage 

and you offered no tray in which to grind 
fermented ash. I’m unabashed 

in my pontificates and a world Catholic 
pretend. My forehead’s vacant 

but my trench coat’s splattered 

with soot. 


See the priest standing in the corner at the dance? 
What would he say if you asked him to join 

in a foxy trot while the boys all turn to face the wall 
at the sound of his creepy shoes? 


Before Seeing Wayne’s World in 1992 


| ask my friend’s middle- 

aged hippie mom 

why she ended up working on a 

line making parts that make up 

cars that make each summer hotter 
than the one before. 


There’s your ideals and then there’s 
reality, she tells me in her jeans 
and yellow bra, changing 
into her powdered-flower blouse 
right in front of me in her kitchen, 
the any-shade-of-grey pull- 
top tossed on a table we'll be 
eating at soon. And it’s not gonna 
be vegan like I’d asked, my 
friend in the bathroom upstairs 
turning on the fan so we can’t 
hear him hurl the suicide pills he 
gulped down before remembering 
we had dinner at six then a movie 
at the multiplex he once picketed 
against because of its money made 
while the girl he wanted to do 
got a shitty wage for putting heart- 
attack butter on the popcorn 
that neither of us could afford. 
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Staying After School 


Teacher tells me Josiah Sam was hung 
for stealing his master’s chicken. 

| say it wasn’t just the bird but the eggs 
that would have hatched otherwise. 

| get a detention for knowing the dif- 
ference between want and need. 

For not-shutting-the-fuck- 

up about fried and scrambled 

and how there wasn’t any time 

in the morning before the slave- 

work was expected to be done. 


Sometimes 


Sometimes my neighbour, 

39 going on 50, 

posts photos of her near- 

nude self on Instagram, 

twerking wearing as little 

as she can get away with 

on TikTok, but only 

leaves the house to grab the mail. 


Maybe it’s just a bill, 

from the mortician who buried 

her husband 9 1/2 weeks ago, 

a letter from the woman 

who was her lover before she wed, 
asking why she can’t move in 

now that Ed is dead, 


all the while wondering 
why she only got seven likes for a vid 
she wanted to delete as soon as it was 
posted, all from the same dude with six 
sock puppet accounts and a penchant 
for widows baring themselves for a smart- 
phone camera, why none of the pervs 
give a fuck that the grave has yet to be 
seeded, the weather a perfect mix 
of sun and then cloud and then rain. 
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Orbit Obit. 


| read about all the 

space junk encircling 

the earth and that lots 
of the spy satellites 

are due to bump into 
one another, crash 

and burn if they do catch 
fire and if not 

pray if you believe in 
God and if not 

watch your fucking head— 


an umbrella won’t do 

you any good 

when it’s crushed and 
yourself with it, 

like the proverbial one- 
hundred pound hailstones 
in the Book of Revelation 
and you not being around 
for the Russian-American 
fights that will follow, 
India, China, facing off 

to face the winner 

and everyone too busy 
watching to even dig you 
a decent grave. 


Ghosts 


The people who live above 

me believe in ghosts. They 

say the spirits pace their creaky 
floorboards while they sleep 
under the covers, shaking. 

They tell me of the time | 
banged on my ceiling with a 
broom handle in the middle 

of the night, complaining of 

the noise that wasn’t theirs. 
They say they made a cake 

for me the next morning 

and that they’d have given 

it to me as a peace offering 

but that it disappeared the 
second their backs were turned, 
only a pan of crumbs remaining 
left for the birds that would 
crash into their kitchen window 
which was smudged and spotted, 
no explanation for their error 

or why these folks never wiped it 
clean when the dead were quiet 
and the mouse that lived under 
their sink squeaked for mercy. 


Tall 


Whatever happened to 
the stuffed giraffe 

| bought for you ona 
whim, its neck and head 
rising well above the lion’s, 
the rhino’s, the gorilla with 
its fists locked in a faux 
beating of chest? 


Was it the victim of your 

move to a basement with 

a low ceiling? Was it too 
gentle to survive amid the 
carnivorous, eaten not because 
of the taste of its slender 
physique, but out of jealousy, 
envy, the bitterness brought 
out whenever it saw its human 
coming up the drive behind 
the bushes always blocking 
the view of those who say 
they can see but never do? 


Fresh From the Glue Factory 


Were we really getting high 

when the orange Elmer’s 

cap was off and we inhaled? 

Maybe we were just like the 

florist who takes a deep sniff 

from the roses before she snips 

and places in a bouquet— 

our goodbye not to something in its 
natural state but to that which it may 
have once been, the proverbial 

horse jumping fences at a slower pace 
than it did as a colt which signalled its 
doom and with nowhere to age 
gracefully. 


Cussing 


| remember telling mom that 
“Cheez Whiz” wasn’t a substitute 
for “Jesus” —| wasn’t taking 

the Lord’s name in vain, 

no breaking of the 34 Command- 
ment or expletive tossed in 
whenever | stubbed my toe. 


| hate it, ma, 

I’d say when | saw her 
spread that orange goo 

on my slice of Wonder white. 
Why can’t we have REAL 
Cheese—Swiss or Mozza, 

I’m not asking for fucking 
Camembert! 


And that’s when | swore, 


no supplication to the Son 
of God but only exasperation 
at her nickel & diming us at 
my bread’s expense and my 
dread at being punished with this 
jar of fake fromage, its expiry 
date not arriving for at least 
another 3 goddamn years. 
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Fortune Cookies 


In the kitchen cupboard 

where the spices should be, 

or once were, it doesn’t matter 
now, are all of the fortune 
cookies I’ve hoarded over the 
years, each individual one 

still in its crinkly, translucent package, 
several split down the centre 
after being dropped or shoved 
too forcefully in a return from the 
Chinese restaurant you and | 
frequent on a monthly basis. 


There are 67 fortune cookies 

in total, or 5 years and 7 

months of trips—no, make that 

5 and 6 as there was the time we 
did a pair some February which is 
odd since it’s the shortest but it does 
have Valentine’s which is why we 
doubled up on the egg rolls and 
lo mein and the wonton soup 
even though we said we were 
vegetarian at the time. 
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While all of this is irrelevant, 

the white slips of paper inside 

each boomerang-shaped cookie 

are not. Maybe I’m just superstitious 
but I’ve feared cracking them open 
(though as mentioned earlier, 

a few are already rent asunder)— 
they’d surely contradict 

themselves, prove each supposed 
seer a fraud, 

talk of love then hate and rich then poor— 


bringing scoffs from the wrinkled 
fortune teller 

| visit now and again 

whenever the carnival’s in town— 
its 2 for 1 pogo dogs, 

bear-less bicycles, smoking clowns, 
lady with a paste- 

on beard, always guaranteeing a 
bargain and the absolute truth 
from a smudged, plastic ball. 
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Binary Blown to Bits 


My father once said, Dawn 
why ain’t you out there 
skipping with your friends? 
And of course my “friends” were 
the girls in frilly tops 

or halters or tanks that showed 
off the first blush of breasts 
and that Double Dutch 

was good for a Butch 

like me and that plastic 
machine gun fights with 

the boys would make me 

a lesbo and yes, | then faked 
being girly-girl and jumped to 
the beat of The Go-Go’s 

all the while watching Sam- 
antha jump up and down 

again and again while Kevin 
and the boys marked me 
AWOL, my body supposedly 

in some trench with the vermin 
biding their time before 
beginning their sickening 
instinct to feed. 
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Spin 


Heather spins when she 

dances. No matter the time- 
signature or scale, she spins, 

and no, not like a top 

but the Super Himalaya 

she once rode at the 

Western Fair, 

the one that made her up-up and up- 
chuck the elephant ears 

eaten before she’d hopped on, 
washed down with Coke 

that rained down on the kids 

in regurgitated form, 

the kids who cringed below her, 
the same ones a week later who 
never moved their feet to the 
rhythm of the high school gym 
when they again had somewhere 
to go on a Saturday night that was 
bound to break their fledgling 
hearts in a way no amusement ride 
was able. 
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2041 


In twenty years, I’ll be 66. I’ll be 
retired in one way or the other. 

The other is in a grave or an urn 

or whatever they choose to do 

with my remains. And it makes 

no difference what my will- 

wishes are since I'll never know 

If they do or don’t follow them to the 
letter. 


But that letter, the one | taped 
upside-downside in the top 

drawer of my desk (unoriginal, yes, 

but that’s not the subject of this 

poem), it serves to remind me 

what | plan to do when the pension 
cheques come in and where to buy that 
boat I’ve always wanted to 

float on Lake Huron in. 


Again, that’s the retirement side 

of the coin. While it’s flipped in the 
air, call “tales” for me—no, it’s not 
misspelled, it’s the voice of the story- 
teller in the bushes behind the family 
plot, a pen and paper held firmly 
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in hand, writing the first words of my 
memoir whether the scrawl is from 
the living or the dying or the dead 
and the ashes that follow in all 

their coarse predictability. 
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Haiku (after looking upon an early sky) 
Mars on the morning 


horizon. The Moon bouncing 
light from rising Sun. 
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The Avatar 


Ignored, they were, 
the snap and post 
of peaceful farms 
and food, 


the filtered face 
erased 
with quick deletion 


bullied by fanatics 
and extremists 
of every stripe 


the bygone days 
of kind and bloodless 


words, 


no sense of what is 
balanced, 


the symmetry of steak 
and buttered greens. 
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Dion 


thinks he’s a lion 

and he’s not even a cat 

but a dog who watched too 
many nature shows where 

the Serengeti teems with pride 
and the Tanzanians offer proper 
respect to both the mane 

and the ones without, 

roars calling out to the catch 
and kill that’s just occurred, 
somewhat more exciting than 
the sound of kibbles ‘n bits 
filling the empty supper dish 
every 5:25 pm assuming I’m 

not late because the car at the 
front of the traffic line is stopped 
to let the blind man and his 
German Shepherd take their 
time in crossing the street, both 
absorbing every single sound 
that would be absolutely 
deafening to the rest of us 
would-be kings and queens. 
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Chick Tracts 


Brimming with brimstone and 
humour unintended—the drawings 
were decent and the hell-fearing 
artist would have been capable at 
DC or Marvel or Gold Key comics. 


But why sketch a superhero 

when you can pencil shooting flames 
and a volcanic lake filled with folks 

like me who were bi or gay or weren’t 
really sure what gender they fucking were, 
crying out for someone to give them 

a drop of cooling water, or at least 
have a red-caped man capable of flight 
bring down a jug of Culligan 

upon our heads, hair ablaze 

in this otherwise dark universe, 

being bright and shining lights 

in our own degenerate way. 


19 


Second Partner, Second Pet 


Richelieu isn’t the first dog I’ve had 
and he doesn’t seem to mind the 
comparisons with a few years’ past. 


My first partner was Terry and he under- 
stood when | told him being woman wasn’t 
easy for me and | couldn’t live for either 
his or others’ expectations. When we had 
to put Dion down, we said goodbye to 

him and to us. 


Emma makes me French Toast 

on the morning of our anniversary, 
beating me to the kitchen and post- 
poning my plan of Omelettes Olé. 
She uses real maple syrup from 

a bush in Québec. 


As | savour its sweetness—and hers— 
| feel—no, | know—there’ll be no 

au revoir until cruel nature takes 

its destined, inevitable course. 
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DG Foley has lived in Stratford, Ontario, for the past 
six years with their partner (Emma) and their dog 
(Richelieu). They’ve recently joined Beliveau Review as 
an assistant editor and proofreader. 
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